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The Tragedie 

He winnc our ancient right in France againej 
Or dye a fouldier as I liu’d a King, 
glo. Short fommers lightly hauc a forward fpring. 

Enter young 7* orke, Hafltngt {Gardmall, 

Buc. Now in good time, hecre comes the Duke of Terte ! 
Prin • Richard of Tor let how fares out noble brother: ' 
Tor . Weil my dcare Lord : fo muft I call you now. 

Prin. I brother to our griefe,asic is yours : 

T oo late bee died that might haue kept this title. 

Which by bib death hath loft much maiefty, 

Glo. How faites our coufcn noble Lo. of Torke. 

Tor. I thanke you gentile rncle ; O my Lord, 

You faid that Idle weeds are faft in growth ; 

The Prince my brother hath out growne mefarre. 

Glo, He hat h my Lord . 

Tor. and therefore is he idle ? 

Glo Oh my faire eoufen I muft not fay fo. 

2V. Then he is more beholding to yon then I. 

Glo. He may command me as my foueraigne. 

But you haue power in me as in a kinfman. 

Tor. I pray you vncle giue me this dagger. 
glo. My dagger little coufcn with all my heart.' 

Prtn. A begger brother ? 

Tor. Of my kind vncle that I know will giue 
And being but a toy which is no gift, to giue, 

Glo. A greater gift then that He giue my eoufen. 

Tor. A greater gift.O thats the fword too ir. 

Glo. I gentle eoufen were it light enough. 

7 oriO then I fee you will part but with light gifts, 

In weightier things youle fay a begegr nay. 

Glo. It is to weighty for your grace to weare. 

Tor I weigh it lightly were it heauier. 

Glo. What would you haue my weapon little Lo. 

Tor. I would that I might thanke you as you call me* 

Glo. How V Tor, Little. 

Prin. M y L. of Torke will ftill bee croffe in talke : 

Vncle your grace knowes how to beare with him. 

2V,You meane to beare me, not to beare with me; 
Yudc, my brother mockes both you and me, 

' ' Bccm 


Of Richard the Third. 

facaufe that I am little like an Ape. 

He thinkes that you ftiould beare me one yourflioulders. 
* B*c. With what a flaarpe prouided wit hcc reafons, 

To mitigate the feorne hec giue his vncle, 

Heptctely and aptly taunts himfelfe: 

So cunning and fo young is wondetfull. 

Glo. My Lo. wilt pleafe you pafle along ? 
jdy felfe and my good eoufen Buckingham, 

Will to your mother, to intteat of her 
To meet you at the Tower, and welcome you. 

7>.What will yon goc vnto the Tower my Lord? 

PrioMy Lord prote&or will haue it Co. 

Per. 1 lhall not fleepe in quiet at the Tower. 

Glo. Why what fhould you feare? 

7 V>r.Marry my vncle CUrenst angry gheft : 

My Granam told me he was murdted there. 

Prin. I feare no vncles dead, 

Gli. Nor none that liue, I hope. 

Prin. And if they liue, I hope I neede not feare. 

Butcomemy L.with a heauy heart 
Thinking on them,goe I vnto the Tower. 

Exeunt , Prm,Tor,HaJ}, f Dor.mMet,'Bt/h,Buc. 

Inc. Thinkc you my Lo, this little prating T orkf , 

Was not inccnccd by his fubtile mother, 

To taunt and feorne you thus opprobrioufly ? 

Glo. No doubt, no doubt, O tis apetlous boy, 

Bold, quicke,ingcnious,fotward, capable. 

He is all the mothers from the top to the toe. 

Sue. Well let them reft : come hither Gatesby, 

Thou art fworne as deeply to effect what we intend, 

A% elofely to conceale what we impart. 

Thou knoweft our reafons vrgdevpon the way i 
Whatthinkeft thou, is it not an eafie matter 
To make Wiliam L.HaJiingt of our mmde, 

Tot the inftalmcnt of this noble Duke, 

Inthefeateroyallof this famous lie l 
Cot, He for his fathers fake fo loues the Prince, 

That he will not be wone to ought againft him. 

Jw, What thinkeft thou then of Stanley , what will he ? 
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